MY YEARS ON THE STAGE
When I received this letter I was days from New York, and there wasn't even time to write Frohman. I telegraphed and, after whatever private matters I had to tell him, I said:
If you get yourself blown up by a submarine I'll never forgive you.
This was my last communication with the man who for twenty-three years had been my manager and with whom I had never had the slightest disagreement.
C. F. had a feeling, almost a superstitious feeling, that as I was his first star I must always be regarded and cherished and cosseted. William Gillette was his second star, but he had been a star before he came under Frohman's management.
I was in Vancouver when I heard that the "Lusi-tania" had been sunk, but we had no news of the people on the boat. We were on our way to our next stop, Everett, Washington; and there my acting manager and I sat up in the telegraph room of a small newspaper office for hours. Here we learned that Charles Frohman was among those lost.man has just told me how eager you are to continue after Los Angeles. If you play a week to cover the railroad fares it will be all right. Why a young man like you likes to continue on these tours I don't know, I hope to get away on May first and back shortly after you reach here. I am searching for something for you. Our last talk before you left for the West gave me much happiness.OPIltB XHEATBE OHCSIBSTBA.
